
The trouble fome c Raigne 

To borne the holy tree in Babylon, 

Power after power forfake their proper power. 

Only the heart impugnes with faint refill 
The fier ce inuade of him that conquers Kings, 

Hdpe God.O paine: dye lohn O plague 
Inflittcd on thee for thy grieuous finnes. 

Philip , a chayte,and by and by a graue, 1 
My legges difdaine the carriage of a King. 

Bafl. A good my Liege with Patience conquer griefe. 
And beare this paine with Kingly fortitude. 

Iohn. Me thsnkes I fee a Catalogue of finne, 

Wrote by a fiend in marble chara&crs, 

The leaf! enough to lofe my part in hcauen. 

Me thinkes the Daicll whifpers in mine cares. 

And tells me, ’cisin vaine to hope for grace, 

I muff be damn’d for <isfrthurs fodainc death, 

I fee I fee a thoufand thoufcnd men 
Come to accufe me for my wrong on earth, 

And there is none fo tnercifull a God, 

That will forgiue the number of my finnes. 

How h^ue I liu’d, but by anothers lofTc? 

Whathsuie I lovi’d, but. wrack ofothers vveale? 

When liaue I vow’d,and not infring’d mine oath? 
Where baud done a deed deferuing well? 

How, what, whtn,where, hauc I befiow’d a day 
That tended not to fame notorious ill? 

My life repleare with rage and tyrannie, 

Craues little pitty for foftrange a death. 

Or, who wili fay, that lohn deceafd too foone? 

Who will not fay, he ratherliu’d too long. 
Difhonourdid attaint meinnrylife. 

And fliame attended) vnto his death. 

Why did I leapt the fury ofthe French, 

And dide not by the temper of their fwords? 
ShamelcfTemy life, and fhatnefully it ends, 

Scorn’d bj my focs,difdamed of my friends. 
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of King lohn. 


, poraiue the world and all your earthly foes, 
1 ' i Chrift,who is your lateft friend. 


! on ChriftjWho is your lateit triena. 

I«7 w, r tongue doth falter: Philip, I tell thee man, 
; , !> n j.L„ did yeeld vnto the Prieft of Rome, 

! S f ce k , nor his haue profpred on the earth : 

I Sate his bleflings, and his curfe isblifle. 

I Minthefpitit 1 cry vnto my God, 


ere attaint,) 


Kid the Kingly Prophet Baaidcxy, 

, lofe hands as mine with murther vn 
not hee (hall build the Lord a houfe, 

Otrootethefelocuftsfrom the face of earth: 

• Rnrifmy dying heart deceine me not, 

! f L out thefe loynes (hall fpring a Kingly branch, 

Whofe armes (hall reach vnto the gates of Rome, 

An d with his feet treade dowfee the Strumpets pride, 

That fits vpon the chayre of 'Babylon. 

pi#, my heart firings breake, the poyfons flame 

Hathouercome in me weake natures power, 

And in the faith of Iefu lohn doth dye, 

I 'Baft. See how he ftriues for life,vnhappy Lord, 

' Whof bowels are diuided in thcmfelues. _ 

This is the fruit of Popery e, when trhe Kings 
Areflaineandfliouldredoutby Monkes and Friers. 

Enter a Mejfenger. 

Mejf Pleafe it your Grace the Barons ofthe Land, 
j Which all this while bare armes againft the King, 

' Conduftedby the Legate of the Pope, 

Together with the Prince his Highnefle fonne. 

Doe craue to be admitted to the prefence ofthe King. 

Baft, Your fonne, my Lord, young Henry craues to fee 
Your Maieftie.and brings with him befide 
The Barons that reuolted from your Grace. 

0 piercing fight, he fumbleth in the mouth, 

His (peech doth faile: lift vp your felfemy Lord, 

And fee the Prince to com fort you in death, 
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